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One 


Author's Notes: 
Its been done, | think. It's just my take on it. 


He said in interviews that he had nightmares when he was little. He still had them. I'd wake up to thrashing and 
screaming next to me, pulled from sleep, blinking stupidly in the dim light. 


"Axl, hey, hey," I'd say, and he'd turn toward me and look at me, but there was no recognition in his eyes. 


What was he seeing? 


You'd think someone was trying to kill him by the look in his eyes. I'd grab him and hold him until he stopped 


moving and said my name. 


"Izzy?" Confusion and embarrassment in his voice, and I'd tell him it was me and not to worry, things were 
okay. That wasn't always the truth. Since we came out to LA. things hadn't always been okay. We were pretty 
poor there for a while. There was trouble, trouble with cops thinking we had taken advantage of girls who 
were fully complicit but kinda young, and cop parents ended up after us. Cops hated us as a matter of course. 


We were skinny drug addicts, saying fuck you to authority. Cops didn't like that. It was a vibe, Axl had talked 
about that in interviews, too, but he was right. Cops picked up that fuck you vibe. But that wasn't what | 
meant when | said things were okay. | meant whatever scenario his nightmare was about was done, it was in 


the past, they couldn't hurt him anymore. 


| didn't know if that was true, either, not on those early mornings with Axl shaking in my arms. | didn't have 
the full story of things back then so | wasn't all that sure what the nightmares were about, but sometimes 
he said things that lead you to put a picture together. 


| rocked him, feeling the shaking start to subside, and sometimes | fed him my heroin, just the smoke to take 
the pain away. | thought of when we were kids, teenagers, anyway, back in Indiana. | felt almost guilty about 
the solid loving family | grew up in, | felt almost guilty about how they encouraged every creative thing that 


came out of my head. | knew what Axl's house was like back then. 


He'd go back to sleep after that, because he was still tired or nodding off from the heroin | couldn't always be 
sure. I'd smooth his long red hair with the palm of my hand. The interviews. Back then at the very beginning, 
back when "Sweet Child 0' Mine" was shooting to number one, he'd give these odd interviews. If | was there I'd 
swallow and shake my head. He mentioned that goddamn step-father of his in almost all of those interviews, 
talking about how he wanted him to have piano lessons and how he liked "Welcome to the Jungle" and once 


saying he was one of his best friends. 


I'd seen the bruises on him back then, I'd seen him shaking outside, kicked out of his house and coming to mine, 
nowhere left to go. I'd seen him get in fight after fight, the anger in him so huge and frightening. It was still 
there, that anger. | always blamed his step-father for a lot of that. 


Hours later he'd wake up and act like the thrashing screaming nightmare had never happened. Maybe he didn't 
remember. We'd practice, we'd write songs, we'd go out for drinks, we'd pick up girls. I'd shoot up in bathrooms. 
| watched the way Slash and Duff drank, | watched the way Steven was always obliterated. | watched how Axl 
was slowly but surely taking more and more control and | knew we wouldn't last. It was early times and we 


were new for most of America but we weren't new to ourselves. All this had been going on for years. 


Days and days could go by without a nightmare, but not weeks. They always came. I'd hear his screams and if 
| was dreaming I'd think we were performing one of our shows until his arm or leg whacked into me and | was 
jolted awake. Sometimes he cried and clawed at the blankets, at the mattress, at me. What had happened to 
him? Was it from getting beaten all the time? I'd grab him and pull him close, whispering to him that it was 
okay. What did | know? The worst my parents ever did was take away T.V. or something and then they'd forget. 


They weren't so great in the discipline department. 


“Shhhh, Axl, shhhhh. It's all right," He'd finally hear me and finally see me, and all the years from wherever he 
got stuck would rush in and fill his eyes and he wouldn't look like such a child. 


Sometimes he'd call me Jeff, and I'd feel like we were both teenagers again. | remembered this one day after 


school | reached for something near him and he flinched so violently away, and | looked at him with a dull 


surprise. 
"Jesus, what's wrong?" | said, watching his cheeks get as red as his hair. 
"Nothing," he mumbled, looking down. 


It was kind of nice, though, once he calmed down. He let me keep my arms around him. He'd fall asleep again 


and forget everything, but that was okay. | knew he'd remember again. 


